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Mark how she courts the banks, whilst they
As amorously their arms display,
T' embrace and clip her silver waves :
See how she strokes their sides, and craves
An entrance there., which they deny ;
Whereat she frowns,, threatening to fly
Home to her stream, and ^gins to swim
Backward, but from the channel's brim
Smiling returns into the creek,
With thousand dimples on her cheek.

Be thou this eddy, and I'll make
My breast thy shore, where thou shalt take
Secure repose, and never dream
Of the quite forsaken stream:
Let him to the wide ocean haste,
There lose his colour, name, and taste;
Thou shalt save all, and, safe from him,
Within these arms for ever swim.

SONG.

PERSUASIONS TO  ENJOY.

IF the quick spirits in your eye
Now languish, and anon must die ;
If ev'ry sweet, and ev'ry grace
Must fly from that forsaken face *.
Then, Celia, let us reap our joys,
Ere time such goodly fruit destroys.

Or, if that golden fleece must grow
For ever, free from aged snow ;
If those bright suns must know no shade,
Nor your fresh beauties ever fade ;
Then fear not, Celia, to bestow
What still being gather'd still must grow.
Thus, either Time his sickle brings
In vain, or else in vain his wings.

INGRATEFUL BEAUTY THREATENED.

KNOW, Celia, since thou art so proud,
'Twas I that gave thee thy renown :

Thou hadst, in the forgotten, crowd
Of common beauties, lived unknown,

Had not my verse exhaled thy name,

And with it impt the wings of Fame.

That killing power is none of thine,
I gave it to thy voice and eyes :

Thy sweets, thy graces, all are mine:
Thou art my star, shinest in my skies ;

Then dart not from thy borrowed sphere

Lightning on him that fix'd thee there.

Tempt me with such affrights no more,
Lest what I made I uncreate :

Let fools thy mystic forms adore,
I'll know thee in thy mortal state.

Wise poets, that wrap truth in tales,

Knew her themselves through all her veils.

DISDAIN RETURNED.

HE that loves a rosy cheek,

Or a coral lip admires,
Or from star-like eyes doth seek

Fuel to maintain his fires;
As old Time makes these decay,
So his flames must waste away.

But a smooth and stedfast mind,
Gentle thoughts and calm desires,

Hearts with equal love combined.
Kindle never-dying fires.

Where these are not, I despise

Lovely cheeks, or lips or eyes.

No tears, Celia, now shall win
My resolved lieart to return ;

I have search'd thy soul within,
And find nought but pride and scorn;

I have learn'd thy arts, and now

Can disdain as much as thou.

Some power, in my revenge, convey

That love to her I cast away.

GOOD COUNSEL TO A YOUNG MAID.

WHEN you the sun-burnt pilgrim see,

Fainting with thirst, haste to the springs ;
Mark how at first with bended knee

He courts the crystal nymphs, and flings
His body to the earth, where he
Prostrate adores the flowing deity.
But when his sweaty face is drencli'd

In her cool waves, when from her sweet
Bosom his burning thirst is quench'd ;

Then mark how with disdainful feet
He kicks her banks, and froip. the place
That thus refresVd him, moves with sullen pace.
So shalt thou be despised, fair maid,

When by the sated lover tasted ;
What first he did with tears invade,

Shall afterwards with scorn be wasted ;
When all the virgin springs grow dry,
When no streams shall be left but in thine eye.

EPITAPH ON THE LADY MARY VILLIERS.

THE Lady Mary Villiers lies
Under this stone: With weeping eyes
The parents that first gave her breath,
And their sad friends, laid her in earth.
If any of them, reader, were
K nown unto thee, shed a tear;
Or if thyself poSfeess a gem,
As dear to thee as this to them ;
Though a stranger to this place,
Bewail in their's thine own hard case ;
For thou perhaps at thy return
May'st find thy darling in an urn.